THE MAHASHAKTHI PENT/
Parana and Body to thee 1 dedicate;
Kaali ! Me thou shouldst save 1
Death I fear not nor disease.
Nor yet the dreaded Mara;
Pain and pleasure, calumny and renown.
These to me are of little reck.
For refuge I bow at thy flow'ry feet;
Thy duty 'tis to save me, Mother !
Hailing thee that art in everything, As matter innumerable and space infinite, Whoso on earth may praise me or charge, 1 shall net bewildered be; That blind fiend, mind called, I shall scoff and jeer at; Ever at peace I'll established be. for refuge in thee, 1 take. Mother, Whose locks do sport the c©ol crescent!
awcs i lost mvself.es, intellect and enlightenment.
